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Enter the QUEEN, BOTHWELL, and HUNTLEY.

BothwelL                                Here he stands \

This was the knave that was to baffle me;
He shall die here.

Huntley.              I will not lose the part

My sword should have in him : this hour and hand
Shall cut off craft and danger.    Stand, and die.

Maitland.    Is it the queen's will that pursues rny

life?
Then let it strike, and end.

Queen.                               I charge you, hold \

I will not foully twice be forced of men
To stand and stain mine eyes with sight of blood
Shed of a friend, and guiltless.    Hold, I say.

BothwelL    Stand by, for I will slay him.

Queen.                                               Slay me then,

For I will fling my body on their points
Before your swords shall find him; hark you, sir,

[To Hunthy.

Whose father died my traitor in my sight,
If one hair perish of my servant's head,
You that had back your lands and goods but now
Again shall lose them with your forfeit life
For boot of this man's blood.

Bothwell.                             Woman, give way.

Queen.    Give all your swords way toward me; let

me bleed

Ere this my friend that has been true to me :
I swear he shall not.